V.  >-,^t*.  2..      h 


<a,  I  ^3.1 


3306  students  work  loyally 
for  the  prestige  of  their  Alma 
Mater,  founded  in  1701,  and 
later  given  its  illustrious  name 
in  honor  of  old  Eli  Yale. 

The  Yale  man  may  be  differ- 
ent from  the  Harvard  man,  but 
all  good  college  men  alike  pos- 
sess the  distinguishing  mark, 
the  class  consciousness,  the 
well-bred  savoir  faire  which 
is  marked  by  the  smoking  of 
Melachrino  —  The  Cigarette 
Elect  of  all  Nations. 


Remember  that  Melachrino  i ;  a  master 
blend  of  the  finest  Turkish  Tobaccos 
as  originated  by  Miltiades  Melachrino. 
Egyptian  cigarettes  are  simply  those 
that  originated  in  Egypt.  But  the  to- 
bacco is  what  you  want  to  know  about 
— and  if  it's  Melachrino — it's 


elachrino 

"  The  Cigarette  Elect  of  All  Naliorjs" 


In  spcakiiiij  to  Advcrtiscvs,  please  mention  the  Purple  P.-\rrot 


WHEN  parents  come  to  visit  students  they  may,  in  Hotel  Somerset, 
enjoy  the  advantages  of  residence  in  one  of  Chicago's  finest  hotels 
and  yet  be  within  a  short  ride  of  the  University,  by  elevated  or  sur- 
face cars.  Kitchenette  apartments,  or  rooms  without  kitchenette, 
including  both  tub  and  shower  bath  may  be  had  at  moderate  rates. 


Informal  Dances 

The  fall  and  winter  program  includes  informal 
dancing  in  the  lobby,  a  unique  feature  in  Chi- 
cago hotel  life,  every  Thursday  evening,  after 
8:30  o'clock. 


The  Restaurant 

Sunday  evening  tea  in  the  Somerset's  moderate- 
price  restaurant  (entrance  through  the  lobby, 
or  from  Argyle  Street)  is  a  popular  function 
among  North  Shore  residents. 


The  Solarium 


Upon   the  top  floor  is  a  solarium,   available  at  very  moderate  cost  for 
large  or  small  parties,  banquets  or  other  functions,  afternoons  or  nights. 


S.  W.  GERSTNER,  Manager 

(Formerly  of  French  Lick  Springs  Hotel) 


Sheridan  Road  at  Argyle 
CHICAGO 


Telephone 

Sunnyside  7000 


Holiday  Goods 

Now  on  Display 

Never  before  have  we  had  such  an  array 
of  desirable  gifts.  Three  entire  floors 
are  devoted  to  these  goods  exclusively. 
"You  are  going  to  buy  these  gifts 
eventually."  Why  not  now,  when  the 
store  is  not  crowded  and  the  immense 
display    to    choose    from    is    complete? 

As  an  inducement  to  buy  now  we  offer 

to   charge   all   Christmas   Purchases   on 

December  account  zvhen  requested. 

Subscriptions   taken    for   all    magazines. 
We  are  ready — let's  go! 


i 
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DU  BREUIL'S 


620  DAVIS   STREET 


Just  as  everyone  says: 
'The   place  we  have  been  looking  for." 


"  Daylight  Kitchen 


BREAKFAST  LUNCHEON  DINNER 


Stop  and  see  "Bill" 


In  speaking  to  Advertisers,  please  mention  the  Purple  Parrot 
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SUNDA Y 

EVENING 

TEA 

At 

THE 

EVANSTON 

HOTEL 


|UNDAY  Evening  Tea  with  a 
coterie  of  friends  is  an  excel- 
lent way  to  banish  that  lonesome 
Sunday  night  feeling.  Why  not 
come  this  Sunday  and  pass  a  few 
pleasant  hours  in  the  home-like 
surroundings  of  the  Evanston 
Hotel. 


■TWND  when  planning  this  sea- 
yip*  son's  party,  banquet  or  cozy, 
come  first  to  the  Evanston  Hotel 
and  inspect  our  facilities  for  the 
proper  execution  of  your  wishes. 

JELL  the  home  folk,  when  they 
come  to  visit,  of  the  Evans- 
ton Hotel,  it's  atmosphere  of  re- 
finement, and  it's  service  —  a 
gathering  place  for  people  of 
culture. 


Dinner  Dance 
Every  Thursday 
Evening,  $1.50 


Concert 
Every  Sunday 
Evening,  6  to  9 


Forest  Avenue  and  Main  Street 
Telephone  Evanston  5600 

L.  H.  HELD,  Maaager 


For  Formal  Parties 

TheTuxedo 


Correct  for  all  for- 
mal occasions,  the 
Tuxedo  is  almost 
indispensable. 

HartySchaffner^Marx 

have    put    their 

finest   tailoring  in 

these  suits  that  we 

offer  at 


$ 


55 


All  formal  accessories 
at  moderate  prices 

WE  SELL    NO    CLOTHES   BUT 

Hart,  Schaffner^  Marx^s 


MacFarland  Ehmen  Co. 

Church  and  Sherman 

Open    Tuesday,    Thursday  and  Saturday  Evenings 

Telephone  4308 
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THE  JUDGMENT 


By  Sarah-Margaret  Brown 


GRAY  NOVEMBER  dusk— bleak  trees 
indistinct  in  the  shadows.  From  the 
kitchen  window  of  the  ramshackle  farm- 
house, yellow  lamplight  fell  on  a  path  that 
led  to  the  barn.  Out  in  the  barn  it  was  blue- 
dark  and  quiet — quiet  deepened  by  rustling  of 
fodder  and  champing  of  horses.  The  air  was 
chilly,  and  heavy  with  the  odor  of  dry  clover. 
Suddenly  a  pitchfork  clinked  the  steel  buckles 
on  a  harness.  A  gleam  of  lantern  light  slipped 
under  a  door.  Voices — mumbled  phrases — a 
word — scattered  sentences  .  .  .  "he  al- 
ways done  it — he  begun  soon's  he  could  talk 
not  hurt  bad  .  .  .  never 
heard  the  like,  Myron  sez — an'  he's  heard  a  lot 
of  swearing  .  .  .  milk  the  red  heifer, 
yah  .  .  .  been  fed  already."  A  third 
voice,  clear  and  distinct:  "You'd  think  he'd 
stop  swearing  only  for  Margaret's  sake.  She'll 
never  marry  him  if  he  don't.  He's  worse'n  any 
man  in  three  counties."  The  other  voices  mumble 
replies ;  the  rhythmical  beat  of  milk  into  tin  pails 
begins;  a  calf  bawls;  pigeons  stir  and  murmur 
from  the  rafters.    The  voices  subside. 

Bart  Price  did  swear  worse  than  any  man  in 
three  counties.  He  swore  on  the  slightest  provo- 
cation. When  he  was  angered  he  could  curse 
terror  into  the  heart  of  any  man.  It  was  only 
tjiat  afternoon  that  a  horse  had  kicked  him. 
There  were  men  standing  about.  He  controlled 
himself  with  effort — for  Margaret's  sake,  as 
everybody  knew.  But  unfortunately,  a  boy  had 
run  up  against  him  at  that  moment,  in  a  chase 
after  his  brother.     Bart  had  turned  upon  him 


and  sworn — terrible,  heart-rending  oaths — words 
that  burned  and  stabbed — words  that  seared  with 
a  white  intensity.  The  little  boy  recoiled — trem- 
bling, open-eyed.  Bart  grasped  his  shoulder, 
and  at  his  touch,  the  boy  screamed  and  fell,  faint- 
ing. It  took  some  time  to  bring  him  to.  During 
the  confusion,  Bart  Price  disappeared. 

He  was  gone  for  two  days — long,  weary  days 
while  people  waited  or  searched  vainly  for  him. 
That  look  in  his  eyes  when  he  carried  the  boy's 
limp  body  to  the  house — it  wasn't  safe  for  him 
to  go  off  by  himself  so  long.  Night  of  the  sec- 
ond day  had  fallen — black,  with  a  mist  of  fine 
rain.  A  man  tramped  down  the  muddy  road  that 
passed  Margaret's  house.  He  turned  in  the  lane 
that  led  up  to  it,  and  paused.  His  head  was 
lowered  and  his  shoulders  sagging.  He  had 
walked  for  two  days  and  a  night — through  woods 
and  underbrush — down  deserted  roads  and  across 
lonely  fields.  He  took  a  long  breath,  and  went 
on  slowly,  wearily.  A  shadow  fell  across  his 
path — and  he  started.  Something  cold  and  wet, 
like  cobwebs  in  a  dank  old  cellar,  brushed  his 
face.  He  broke  out  in  a  sweat — his  face  turned 
ash  gray.  Was  that  a  light  glimmering  through 
the  fog?  A  kind  of  luminence — wavering  before 
his  eyes?  It  was.  Vague,  ghostly,  but  more 
distinct  than  before  .  .  .  Merciful  God 
— it  was  a  face — a  dead  face — the-  the  face  of 
a  little  dead  boy — staring,  staring. 
He  gave  a  horrible  cry — staggered — fell — and 
was  quiet.  Margaret's  father  found  him  the  next 
morning,  lying  in  the  muddy  lane. 
Continued  on  Page  20 
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POOR  PA 
Upper:     "How  ya  getting  along?" 
Lower:     "Oh,  so-so.     I  manage  to  keep  the  wolf 
at  the  old  man's  end  of  the  correspondence." 

Romance  of  Night 

Tlie  royal  purple  of  a  summer  night 
With  veins  of  pure  dyed  mellozv  light; 
Majestic  pines  that  how  and  croon, 
Sifting  each  hreese  for  some  fitful  tune; 
A  moonlight  path  upon  the  breast 
Of  indigo  waters,  seldom  at  rest; 
Unalloyed  scent  of  Nature's  life 
Exhaling  love,  and  with  romance  rife. 
Beside  the  span  of  river  stood 
Tzvo  lovers,  just  as  lovers  should; 
Who  gazed  enraptured  on  the  night. 
The  marvelous  exalting  sight. 
"Gee,"  she  sighed,  and  pressed  his  hand, 
"Gee,  aint  nature  simply  grand?" 

'Tis  the  Spirit  of  the  Gift;  Not— Etc. 

Sears :  "I  saw  you  in  Woolworth's  the  other 
day." 

Roebuck :  "Oh,  yes,  one  of  my  girls  back  home 
has  a  birthday  next  week." 

Don't  Blame  Him 

Sap  :     "How  do  you  hke  the  f  rats  ?" 

Head :     "I  Hke  those  that  have  nice  girls." 


In  1908 

She  was  such  a  little  dear, 
Her  hair  was  bobbed,  just  to  her  ear. 
Her  socks  were  rolled  below  her  knees, 
Her  little  skirts  flapped  in  the  breeze — 
She  was  such  a  little  dear ! 

In  1921 
She  is  such  a  little  dear, 
Her  hair  is  bobbed,  just  to  her  ear, 
Her  socks  are  rolled  below  her  knees. 
Her  little  skirts  flap  in  the  breeze — 
She  is  such  a  little  dear. 

The  Clever  Girl 

He :     "When  I  gaze  into  your  eyes,  I  am  sure 
that  you  love  me." 

She :     "When  I  listen  to  your  'I's'  I  am  sure 
that  you  love  yourself  better." 
— o — 

Some  men  have  so  much  brass  they  should  be 
junk  dealers. 


A  WISE  ANSWER 
One    Frosh   to   Another:     "What   is    a   conceited 
person?" 

The  Other  Frosh:    "Ask  a  Sophomore." 
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WHICH  FOR  YOU? 

Mary  is  a  sophomore, 

Alice  is  a  f  rosh ; 
Mary  loves  to  read  blank  verse, 

Alice  hates  that  bosh. 

Mary  goes  out  with  the  girls, 
While  Alice  has  a  date ; 

Mary  gets  in  early, 
Alice  gets  in  late. 

Mary  never  dances, 

Alice  never  stops ; 
Mary  never  speeded, 

Alice  knows  the  cops. 

Mary's  skirts  are  longer, 
Alice  wears  her's  short ; 

Mary  never  joy-rides, 
Alice  thinks  it's  sport. 

Mary  has  no  beauty  aids, 

Alice  tries  'em  all ; 
Mary  never  vamped  a  man. 

For  Alice  they  all  fall. 

Mary  has  a  busy  brain 

Where  Alice  parks  her  hat; 

Mary  never  kissed  a  man. 
But  Alice  can't  say  that. 


you 


We  used  to  sing  in  days  gone  by, 
"Hosanna,  to  the  highest," 

But  now  the  thirsty  shout  with  glee, 
"Havana,  for  the  driest." 


She:    "What 
dance?" 

He:     "The  same  things  you  girls  talk  about.' 
She:    "Oh,  you  horrid  things." 


SELF-SERVICE 

A  traveling  man 

Was  in  a 

Hick  hotel 

In  Beanville 

When  he  discovered 

That  his  shirt 

Was  soiled. 

He  asked 

The  hotel  clerk 

If  h"  could  have 

Some  linen  laundered. 

And  the  clerk 

Replied,  "That 

They  would  send 

Right  up," 

And 

They  did  send 

Right  up — 

A  wash  tub 

And  a 

Cake  of  soap.      —M.  R.  L. 
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PROM    OVERTURE 


"H 


EY,  CLIFF,  where  in  the  devil  are 
my  studs?" 
"Now,  how  in  the  name  of  all  that's 
good  and  holy  do  you  expect  me  to  know  ?" 

"Well,  ye  gods,  I  might  have  known  I  could 
expect  to  kiss  them  good-bye  when  I  loaned  them 
to  you.  You  wore  them,  along  with  all  the  rest 
of  my  clothes,  when  you  went  to  that  darn 
sorority  formal  you  were  raving  about  so  last 
week." 

"Oh,  pipe  down,  both  of  you !  A  person  would 
think  they  couldn't  have  the  Prom  unless  you 
were  both  there  with  your  sweet  blushing  faces !" 

"Say,  Duke,  will  you  tie  my  bow-tie  for  me  ?" 

"Oh,  I  suppose  so!  My  Lord,  am  I  the  only 
guy  in  the  house  that  can  tie  a  bow-tie?  I'll 
never  get  dressed  myself  !" 

Then  for  a  moment  there  was  no  more  shout- 
ing. The  hurried  thud  of  footsteps  as  someone 
ran  down  the  hall,  the  slow  methodical  swearing 
of  Dan  trying  to  fasten  his  new  wing  collar;  the 
grunts  of  Mizz,  as  he  circled  about  the  room 
like  a  dog  after  its  own  tail,  in  his  endeavors  to 
fasten  his  suspenders ;  and  the  shuffling  of  feet 
intermingled  with  various  caustic  remarks  issuing 
from  the  bath  room  from  those  engaged  therein 
in  a  last  frantic  effort  to  shave,  all  united  in  pro- 
ducing that  overture,  which,  though  little  talked 
of,  is,  nevertheless,  so  important  a  part  of  the 
Junior  Prom.  But  the  lull  is  short-lived.  Some- 
one starts  things  off  again  by  shouting: 

"Say,  Soapa,  who  did  you  say  you  were 
dragging  tonight  ?" 

"Her  name's  Reine  Racher,  why?" 

"Oh,  she's  some  jane,  I'm  not  kidding  the  cock- 
eyed world!"  This  enlightening  information  from 
upstairs. 

"How  in  hell  did  you  rate  that  woman. 
Grandpa  ?" 

"Didn't  think  I  was  so  good,  did  you?  I  sup- 
pose you  want  to  trade  a  dance." 

"Oh,  you're  not  so  much.  But  say,  listen,  do 
you  have  a  dance  open?" 

"Sorry,  Torchie,  but  I'm  full  up.  Anyway, 
you're  taking  an  awful  pill.  She  looks  like  a 
hangover  from  the  summer  school  crop  of 
lemons." 


"Ye  gods,  Torchie,  if  you  hadn't  any  more 
brains  than  to  date  that  antiquated  and  awful 
thing,  you  ought  to  have  to  dance  a  straight 
program." 

Torchie,  who  is  a  Freshman,  is  deeply  touched 
by  these  terms  of  endearment  and,  amid  a  chorus 
of  "razz-berries,"  he  hurtles  forth  a  string  of 
invectives  that  would  do  credit  to  any  hardened 
and  experienced  Senior.  Someone  from  down 
the  hall  shouts  savagely :  "Gep,  oh,  Gep,  did  you 
call  a  taxi  ?  .  .  .  Well,  listen,  I'll  pay 
going  over,  and  you  pay  coming  back,  because 
I've  only  got  two  bucks  and  a  half  to  my  name. 
And  Gep,  hey,  Gep,  listen  to  me;  if  it's  more 
than  two  and  a  half  simolians  you  pay  it,  see, 
because  I  haven't  got  it!" 


i>CK    fAtE 


Dan  trying  to  fasten  his  new  wing  collar. 

A  voice  that  seems  about  ready  to  gnaw  iron 
shrieks  desperately:  "My  Gawd,  can  you  fea- 
ture that !  Someone  has  taken  the  shoe  strings 
out  of  my  patent  leathers !  I  wouldn't  care  if 
they'd  tell  me  about  it,  but  to  deliberately" 
etc.,  ad  lib. 
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"Say,  Shorty,  do  you  have  an  extra  141/^  wing 
collar?  Mine's  all  wilted,  and  besides,  it's  in  the 
laundry." 

"Yes,  I've  got  one,  but  I'm  wearing  it." 
"Thanks,  awfully,  that  helps  a  lot." 


THE  CAMPUS  SAGE 


Caustic  remarks  issued  from  the  bath  room. 


"Patty,  oh,  Patty!  Where  the  deuce  are  you? 
Oh,  that's  fine.  Say,  old  man,  you're  not  going 
to  the  Prom,  are  you?  .  .  .  Will  you 
loan  me  your  coat  with  the  fur  collar?  I've  got 
to  creat  a  little  impresh.  with  the  wife  tonight." 

A  prolonged  honking  is  heard  from  without. 

"AH  right,  gang,  all  out,  here's  the  taxi,  and 
Winnie  with  his  wagon.  Come  on,  let's  go,  we're 
half  an  hour  late  now!" 

"Hurry  up,  will  you?" 

"I  say,  what  in  the  devil's  keeping  you? 
Isn't  it  enough  to  have  to  rent  a  dress  suit,  buy 
your  woman  a  floral  wreath,  lease  the  gym  and 
charter  a  cab       .       .       ." 

"Turn  off  the  record  and  let's  tear." 

The  front  door  slams,  the  noise  of  the  car  dies 
away  and  all  is  quiet  at  the  house  until  the 
"session"  convenes  at  three  a.  m.  to  discuss — 
well,  you  know,  politics.  — C.  W.  R. 


3. 


Being  the  aphorisms  and  reflections  of  one 
who  knows,  feeling  that  the  benefits  of  his  well- 
seasoned  knowledge  should  be  imparted  to  those 
who  struggle. 

Gleaned  by  his  disciples — 

1.  Lay  ofif  the  women — they  bring  you  nothing 
but  grief,  bills  and  alimony. 

2.  The  best  way  to  dodge  a  subscription-getter 
is  to  promise  yours  to  four  of  'em.  In  the 
ensuing  chaotic  melee  you  can  generally 
make  your  getaway. 

Socrates    said:     "Know    thyself."      Better 
yet:     Know   thy   prof.     What's   poison   to 
one  is  apple  sauce  to  the  other. 
There's  a  difference  between  dignified  ac- 
quiescence and  enthusiastic  co-operation. 
A  wise  woman  knows  her  eggs,  but  a  wise 
man  can  often  scramble  'em. 
An  "A"  in  Bradstreet's  is  worth  two  in  the 
Registrar's  office. 

A  date  is  a  financial  obligation  and  a  social 
liability,  incurred  while  one  is  temporarily 
deranged,  deriving  its  potency  in  direct  pro- 
portion to  the  square  of  the  proximity, 
valuated  by  the  co-efficient  of  expansion  of 
the  bank  roll,  and  the  coed's  idea  of  what 
constitutes  a  good  evening. 
The  social  horizon  is  bounded  by  the 
Woman's  Club  on  the  north,  the  lake  shore 
on  the  east,  the  Pink  Shop  on  the  south,  and 
Willard  on  the  west. 

No  Man's  Land  is  that  territory  lying  be- 
tween Liberal  Arts  and  Commerce  School. 
Hell    hath    no    terrors    like    a    gold-digger 


5. 


6. 


7. 


8. 


9. 


10. 


starved. 


-Jon-Jess. 


Recognize  Any  on  the  Campus? 

A  humorist  is  a  guy  that  goes  around  looking 
like  he  had  a  perpetual  grouch.  You  meet  one 
on  the  street  and  ask  him  why  he  is  so  sad  and 
he  replies,  "I'm  not  sad.  I  am  thinking  of  some- 
thing funny."  The  general  public  thinks  that  a 
humorist  is  always  smiling  and  making  funny 
cracks.  The  only  time  a  humorist  smiles  is  when 
the  editor  rejects  his  copy.  It  is  easy  enough  to 
write  jokes ;  the  hard  part  is  explaining  the  point 
to  others. 
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A  STUDY  IN  CLASSES 

By  Clarence  the  Cabbage 
The  Freshman  Class 

IN  SPITE  of  laudable  efforts,  a  Freshman 
Class  was  never  properly  discovered  until 
the  year  1921  A.  D.  (or  21  years  after  the 
beginning  of  the  twentieth  century)  when  the 
barely  survived  intelligence  tests  were  shown  to 
them.  I  say  shown  rather  than  given.  Thus 
were  established  the  three  leading  divisions  of 
the  Freshman  Class :  the  Subnormals,  those  Be- 
fore Normal,  and  those  Under  Normal. 

The  Freshman  Class  will,  without  a  doubt,  be 
famous  for  its  historic  associations  and  treasures. 
Even  the  quaint  and  curious  few  who  make  one 
or  two  A's  will  go  down  into  the  archives  of 
the  school  as  relics  of  a  bygone  day  and  a  joy 
to  the  heart  of  the  antiquarians 

The  Sophomore  Class 

The  Sophomore  Class  is  one  of  the  principal 
shareholders  in  the  doings  of  the  campus.  With 
the  exception  of  the  Junior  and  the  Senior,  it  is 
the  only  class  on  the  campus  which  is  not  ruled 
by  the  Freshmen. 

The  main  duties  of  Sophomores  are  to  advise 
upper  classmen,  to  assert  their  rights,  to  work 
the  Freshmen  and  to  display  their  knowledge. 
The  Junior  Class 

The  Junior  Class  is  composed  of  between  ten 
and  five  hundred  people  and  the  prom  leaders. 
The  Juniors  were  originally  Freshmen,  just  be- 
fore they  were  Sophomores.  And  who  can  tell 
what  they  will  be  ?  Much  depends  upon  the  con- 
sideration which  they  show  their  assignments  and 
still  more  upon  the  registrar  (whose  name  will 
not  be  mentioned).  In  its  beginning  the  Junior 
Class  was  controlled  by  the  upper  classmen.  It 
is  still  controlled  by  upper  classmen — in  its  own 
class.  There  are  both  men  and  women,  blondes 
and  brunettes— who  have  reached  the  rank  of 
Juniors.  It  would  seem,  then,  that  the  survival 
of  the  fittest  is  confined  to  neither  sex. 
The  Senior  Class 

The  Senior  Class  is  the  head  organization  of 
the  Somehow  Educated  on  the  campus.  It  is  the 
center  of  respectability  on  the  campus.  It  is  the 
boast  of  the  Seniors  that  they  never  stoop  below 
their  dignity — as  under  classmen  realize.  The 
principal  output  of  the  Senior  Class  consists  of 
Engagements,  Class  Day  and  Invitations. 

—M.  R.  L. 


FOR  WOMEN  ONLY 


A  Heartrending  Episode 

He  suddenly  fainted  dead  away. 
With  a  sad  little  sigh  and  gasp ; 

For  under  her  thin  little  blouse  there  lay 
His  frat  pin  as  a  lingerie  clasp. 

A  Little  Confusion 

He  said  to  me,  "Want  a  kiss?" 

I  said,  "Who?" 

He  said,  "You." 

I  said,  "You?" 

He  said,  "Me." 

I  said,  "You !" 

He  said,  "Yes." 

I  said,  "OH  !  NO." 

— o — 
COLLEGE  IS  NOT  ALL  JOY 

A  night  of  cram,  an  angry  prof, 
A  tough  exam,  a  busted  soph. 
— 0 — 

Heard  in  the  Domestic  Science  Class 

Frosh  Girl :  "In  boiling  potatoes  with  their 
jackets  on  you  can  tell  when  they  are  cooked, 
because  they  begin  to  unbutton  their  jackets." 
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WAVES 


WAVES  are  of  at  least  four  kinds: 
marcel  waves,  crime  waves,  cold  (and 
hot)   waves — and  waves. 

Marcel  waves  are  artificially  produced  mani- 
festations presenting  serpentine,  undulating 
sinuosities  in  the  coififure  (slang  for  hair).  They 
occur  almost  solely  in  the  case  of  co-eds,  Camel- 
hounds  and  lounge  lizards,  Fiji  Islanders,  and 
prize  cattle.  The  marcel  wave  is  a  snare  and  a 
delusion ;  it  snares  the  male  of  the  species,  and 
the  co-ed  thinks  it  makes  her  good-looking.  It 
is  the  product  of  such  high  civilizations  as  uni- 
versities and  the  South  Sea  Islands.  Suggested 
antidotes  are  rain,  swimming  classes,  or  stoppage 
of  allowance. 

Crime  waves  occur  when  the  public  opens  its 
eyes  to  the  rascality  which  has  been  going  on  all 
the  time.  When  the  flagrant  case  of  a  City  Hall 
gunman  threatens  to  arouse  undue  public  interest 
the  newspapers  come  out  with  an  editorial  on  the 
increase  of  pocket-picking  in  the  Polish  quarter. 
That  is  a  crime  wave.  Formerly  Chicago  and 
New  York  had  frequent  crime  waves ;  now  it  is 
a  crime  flood  they  have.     Tickling  of  the  throat 


is  a  good  remedy,  if  the  rope  is  a  strong  one. 
There  would  be  less  of  crime  waves  if  there 
were  less  waving  of  crime  before  the  public  in 
front  page  headlines. 

Cold  waves  are  meterological  accomplices  of 
the  coal  man  and  the  manufacturer  of  goloshes. 
They  always  come  in  winter,  when  nobody  needs 
them,  just  as  hot  waves  come  in  summer.  A  for- 
tune, perhaps  large  enough  to  pay  the  income 
tax,  awaits  some  ambitious  young  man  who  will 
arrange  to  have  cold  waves  jn  July  and  hot  waves 
at  Christmas.  Edison  has  not  yet  taken  the  mat- 
ter under  consideration,  although  several  promi- 
nent statesmen  have  gone  far  toward  solving  the 
problem  of  furnishing  hot  air  the  year  round. 

The  common  or  garden  variety  of  wave  is 
characterized  chiefly  by  an  incurable  tendency 
to  dampness.  Its  preferred  habitat  is  water,  as 
that  substance  appears  in  oceans,  seas,  poems, 
lakes  and  movies.  For  a  long  time  the  wave 
was  considered  to  hold  the  world's  record  for 
wetness,  but  since  the  passage  of  the  Eighteenth 
Amendment,  international  trade  across  the 
Canadian  border  has  developed. 

And  the  greatest  of  these,  says  the  young  lady 
at  the  Marinello  Parlor,  is  the  marcel. 

—D.  K.  B. 


He:     What  do  you  think  of  a  man  who  makes  a  girl  blush?      She:     I  think  he's  a  wonder! 
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IT  IS  with  a  feeling  of  somewhat  pardonable  pride  that  we  present  this  issue  of  the  Purple 
Parrot.  That  the  first  issue  of  the  year  should  come  up  to  the  hopes  of  neither  its  staff  nor  of  the 
campus  was,  under  the  circumstances,  unavoidable.  The  fact  that  relatively  few  contributions 
were  turned  in,  that  there  was  no  permanent  group  to  pick  up  the  loose  threads  where  they  were  laid 
down  last  year,  and  that  the  group  which  composed  the  temporary  staff  was  unable  to  secure  a  suit- 
able place  to  work,  acted  as  serious  drawbacks. 

But  with  the  December  issue  we  feel  greatly  encouraged.  Though  the  Parrot  is  still  far  from 
the  goal  toward  which  its  editors  have  turned  their  faces,  it  is,  nevertheless,  headed  in  the  right 
direction,  and  has  already  gotten  away  on  a  good  start.     There  is  one  thing,  however,  which  cannot 
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be  emphasized  too  strongly :  there  must  be  more  contributions.  We  are  indeed  grateful  to  those 
who  have  been  contributors  in  the  past,  and  hope  they  will  continue  to  support  the  Parrot  as  loyally 
in  the  future.  But  certainly  the  Parrot's  pages  should  not  be  monopolized  by  a  few,  and  all  con- 
tributions will  be  impartially  received  and  considered,  with  merit  the  only  requisite  for  acceptance. 
This  is  the  only  policy  under  which  a  full  measure  of  success  can  be  secured.  When  every  reader 
of  this  publication  realizes  that  the  Purple  Parrot  is  his  own  organ  of  expression  as  well  as  merely 
something  good  to  read,  then,  but  not  until  then,  can  we  hope  to  have  a  magazine  that  is  truly  worthy 
of  Northwestern.  The  staff  feels  sure  that  it  is  receiving  contributions  from  only  a  small  per  cent 
of  those  with  literary  aspirations  and  talent,  and  wishes  to  urge  that  more  material  be  sent  in.  Every 
member  of  the  staff  will  be  more  than  glad  to  answer  any  questions,  or  give  any  reasonable  assistance 
to  those  who  may  desire  it.     The  important  thing  is  to  FEED  THE  PARROT. 


THE  SOPHOMORE  class  is  in  the  midst  of  its  annual  movement  to  reform  the  campus.  This 
is  nothing  to  cause  any  alarm.  Northwestern  has  stood  upon  her  own  feet  and  been  original 
for  seventy-one  years.  There  are  fourteen  thousand  five  hundred  living  alumni  who  are  back 
of  every  constructive  movement  for  a  greater  Northwestern  and  since  1850  there  have  been  some 
twenty-five  thousand  men  and  women  who  have  looked  to  her  with  love  in  their  hearts.  It  is  tra- 
dition that  makes  any  institution  what  it  is,  and  our  traditions  are  as  durable,  as  worthwhile  and  as 
beautiful  as  those  of  any  institution  in  the  country.  Any  neglect  of  these  traditions  is  deserving  of 
severe  censure. 

It  is  tradition  that  the  youngsters  would  introduce  new  ideas  to  this  University.  All  of  which 
is  well  and  good;  but  why  can't  they  be  original?  This  year  the  reform  germ,  which  usually  con- 
fines its  deadly  work  to  Sophomores,  seems  to  have  bitten  several  upperclassmen  as  well.  The  symp- 
toms of  this  childhood  ailment  are  many.  The  most  prominent  being  a  pronounced  eccentricity  of 
garb  and  an  overwhelming  desire  to  foist  a  cheap  imitation  of  some  revered  custom  or  tradition  of 
another  institution  upon  our  own  University.  These  actions  are  usually  accompanied  by  babblings 
of  "They  do  it  in  the  East,"  or  "They  do  it  at  Madison,"  etc.,  etc.,  ad  infinitum. 

As  time  goes  on  leaving  maturity  and  a  love  for  Northwestern,  these  purile  reformers  will  cast 
off  their  cowboy  raiment,  abandon  their  wild  schemes,  cease  their  ravings  and  turn  to  be  loyal  sons 
and  daughters  of  Northwestern;  to  do  their  share  in  preserving  her  oivn  traditions,  her  ozvn  fighting 
spirit  and  her  ozvn  high  ideals. 


FOR  A  couple  of  days  last  month  "Polly"  was  probably  the  most  criticized  thing  on  =  campus. 
Besides  the  review  in  the  Daily,  there  were  probably  two  thousand  other  criticisi.  more  or 
less  (more  or  less  private  and  more  or  less  criticisms).  Most  of  these  we  did  not  ,  -.  Mr. 
Aby's  criticism  was  interesting  and  we  hope  it  was  an  indication  of  general  campus  opinon.  However, 
we  do  not  like  to  be  called  a  finished  product  so  early  in  life  and  we  do  not  think  he  meant  it  that  way. 
We  heard  other  criticisms.  It  was  of  two  kinds — destructive  and  constructive.  We  pay  at- 
tention only  to  the  constructive  criticism.  Most  student  criticism  is  based  on  personal  opinion,  which 
is  helpful  only  as  it  becomes  mass  opinion.  We  cannot  and  do  not  expect  to  please  everybody  at 
the  same  time. 


THE  ALETHENAI  LITERARY  SOCIETY  has  offered  a  cash  prize  of  five  dollars  for  the 
best  short  story  to  be  printed  in  the  February  issue  of  the  Purple  Parrot.  The  details  of 
the  contest  will  be  found  in  another  part  of  this  issue.  In  the  English  C6  course,  class  assign- 
ments have  consisted  of  contributions  for  the  Parrot.  These  two  very  commendable  actions  have 
brought  much  cheer  to  the  staff.  It  is  no  small  task  to  extract  good  material  from  bashful  contribs 
and  such  aids  as  this  are  indeed  welcome.    We  hope  there  will  be  more  of  them. 
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FOR   THE  SERIOUS  MINDED 


THE  BRIMMING  CUP 

One  small  house  on  one  small  hill, 
Before  the  door  a  thick  set  vine, 

A  row  of  pansies  by  the  walk. 
And  this  is  all  that  I  call  mine. 

One  small  light  a-lit  within. 

I  see  it  nozv.    And  at  the  glass 
Pressed  close,  expectant,  someone's  face. 

Fresh  as  the  pansies  in  the  grass. 

One  small  house  upon  a  hill. 
One  small  woman  at  the  door; 

This  is  all  that  I  call  mine, 
What  does  life  hold  more? 

— Margaret  IVaddill. 


NIGHT  LONELINESS 

A  calm  loneliness  is  mine, 

Like  the  loneliness  of  the  sea's  zcidc  e.vpanse. 

Or  the  murmuring  lake  in  the  stillness  of  midnight 

As  the  moon  watches. 

While  the  owl  burns  the  night  zvith  his  stare. 

And  the  waves  lap  the  shore  for  friendship. 

Who  knows  the  strength  of  one's  feelings, 
That  surge  like  the  billows  of  ocean 
Against  black  rock,  high,  impregnable? 
On  either  hand  the  world  rushes  by. 
Jostling,  shoving,  pushing,  crying  continually. 
I  am  left  alone — yet  not;  for 
Joy  lingers  through  the  darkness. 

Music  steals  the  dull  hours 

With  zvarbled  bird  notes; 

With  the  organ  tones  of  the  ivind,  playing  iit 

the  trees. 
The  deep  bass  of  the  frog  pond  grumble. 
The  low  tambourine  of  tree-toad  and  cricket — 
Subdued  melody. 

And  the  lamps  of  virgins,  darts  of  white  flame 
Are  flitting  through  the  night. 
*       *       *       * 

/  am  surrounded  with  voices. 

An  innumerable,  invisible  company. 

— Floyd  W.  Morris. 


NOVEMBER 

November ! 

Gray  sky — scarlet  leaves — a  soft  rain! 

I  knew  that  he  would  come. 

A  thousand  voices  told  me  he  zvoidd  come! 

The  leaves  whispered  it  to  me. 

The  squirrels  chattered  it  to  me, 

The  jays  cried  it  out  to  me. 

The  lake  thundered  it  at  my  feet. 

I  think  the  whole  world  must  be  mad  zvith  joy! 

November  again. 

Gray  sky — brown  leaves — falling  snow. 
I  know  he  will  not  come. 
A  thousand  voices  say  he  will  not  come. 
The  leaves  nod,  laughing  at  me; 
The  squirrels  peer  out  at  me; 
A  lone  jay  flies  over  me; 
The  lake  lies  motionless  at  my  feet. 
I  wonder  zvhy  the  zvhole  world  is  so  still.  .  .  . 
— Alary  Gray  Waddill. 


THEOLOGY 

/  have  a  deep  desire  that  I 
May  sometime  touch  the  blue,  blue  sky. 
Or  hear  the  flickering  shadozv-talk 
The  willozv  leaves  make  on  the  walk. 
And  hold  the  little  zvinds  that  blozv 
White  cherry  petals  into  snow. 

I  am  a  pagan  in  my  dreams; 

I  worship  shrines,  not  God,  it  seems. 

— Sarah-Margaret  Brozvn. 


LAMENT 

Sometimes  I  thought  Fd  zvrite  novels — 

Histories  of  men  zvho  created. 

Of  women,  beautiful  and  young, 

Of  poet's  lives,  and  zvars,  and  feuds. 

And  then  I  realised 

I  knew  no  creative  soids. 

No  Helens  worth  recording. 

No  poet  of  my  age, 

I  did  knozv  wars — /  had  heard  of  them- 

But  I  had  not  lived! 

— Ella  Celeste  Teague. 
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AND  FOR   THE  REST  OF  US 


TO  AN  ALARM  CLOCK 

Alas!  thou  old  and  battered  veteran! 

Thy  zvork  is  almost  done,  thy  end  is  near; 
And  I  must  say,  beloved  Benjamin, 

That  though  to  thee  I've  been  unkind,  this  tear 
For  thee  is  shed.    Since  first  thou  earnest  here. 

Thy  work  thou'st  done  both  faithfully  and  well, 
And  when  thou  angered  me,  thou,  without  fear. 

Defenseless,  bore  my  wrath,  born  of  thy  bell. 
My  shoes  I  have  full  often  at  thee  thrown. 

And  often  in  thy  surface  left  a  dent; 
In  spite  of  this,  each  morn,  zvith  cheerful  tone, 

Thou'st  zvakened  me  and  to  my  classes  sent. 
And  now  thou'rt  old,  no  further  use  to  men. 

But   zvhen    thou'rt   gone,   I'll    think    of   thee. 
Big  Ben.  — Don. 


RECESSIONAL 


When  I  have  said  my  last  good-day, 
And  written  my  last  letter. 
And  ambled  slozvly  on  my  way 
For  zvorse — or  maybe  better — 
/  shall  not  care  zvhat  they  may  say 
Of  things  I  zvrite  from  day  to  day. 
Or  if  they  wildly  tear  apart 
The  things  most  sacred  to  my  heart. 
If  they  will  only  keep  away 
From  pale-moon  things  that  I  have  zvritten. 
When  I  with  love — and  you — were  smitten. 
— Tony  McArony. 


SPLASH!  SPLASH! 

There  is  a  mystic  sea 

Whose  zvater  is  sparkling  blue 

And  shores  are  gleaming  white. 

The  famous  king  of  this  fairyland 

Wears  a  crown  of  marcelled  gold. 

His  robe  is  silver  gray. 

Sweet  mermaids  play  in  the  magic  sea- 

Their  colored  heads  like  jewels  float 

On  the  glassy  surface. 

This  fairy  scene 

You  must  have  guessed 

Is  a  co-eds'  szvimming  class. 

— Martha  Stewart. 


ANOTHER  "IF" 

If  you  can  study  when  exams   are  coming 
And  all  the  hall  is  in  distress — 

//     you     can     concentrate     when     someone's 
humming 
Tunes  that  from  harmony  digress — 

//  you  can  sit  and  not  be  tired  by  sitting 
Beside  your  desk  'till  late  at  night. 

With  brain  distorting,  eyebrows  knitting 
And  eyes  that  stare  from  inner  fright; 

If  you  can  dream — and  not  make  dreams  in 
Greek; 
If  you   can    think — and   not  make   thoughts  in 
Math; 

If  you  can  stand  the  trials  of  exam  zveek 
And  not  die  zvith  self-directed  zvrath. 

If  you  can  bear  to  hear  the  ex.  you've  written 
Read  by  Profs  zvho  give  your  mark. 

Or  szvallozv  all  the  stuff  you've  bitten 
From  "tzventy-hours,"  like  a  shark; 

If  you  can  make  an  "A"  with  all  your  hours 
Of  cramming  in  a  cloistered  room. 

And  by  your  sluggish  mental  pozvers 
Avert,  by  your  zvork,  the  fatal  doom; 

No  matter  how  you've  cut  or  over-dated. 
Or  burned  up  Edison's  far-famed  pride. 

If  your  brain  has  been  inflated 
With  that  pony's  frantic  ride ; 

If  you  succeed  in  final  exes. 
This  much  am  I  forced  to  say ; 

Though  it  rather  hurts  and  vexes. 
You  zvill  get  a  solid  "A" ; 

And  to  the  school  dear  "Prex"  zvill  read 
About  you,  foxy  college  flapper. 

That  in  life  you  will  succeed. 
For  nozv  you  have  Phi  Beta  Kappa. 

— Cinderella. 


SOLILOQUY 

(Written  While  Crossing  Sheridan  to  John's  Wagon) 
/  stand  upon  the  corner, 

I  look  to  left  and  right, 
I  pull  myself  together. 

And  run  zvith  all  my  might. 
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Plus  :     "She's  quite  chummy." 

Minus:     "Your  new  girl?" 

Plus:     "Naw,   my  new   roadster." 


CIVILIZATION 

A  Modern  Drama  in  Three  Acts 

Act  I. 

She :     Delighted  to  meet  you,  I'm  sure. 
He :     Will  you  marry  me  ? 

Act  II. 
One  Year  Later 

She :  Cruelty,  your  honor ;  he  blew  cigaret 
smoke  in  my  face  and  spoiled  the  flavor  of  my 
Melachrino. 

Judge :     Decree  granted. 

Act  III. 
Six  Years  Later  Than  Act  II. 
He  :     Let's  get  married. 
She :     You're  my  first  love  and  my  fifth. 
(Clinch.)  — Jan  Novik. 


AESTHETICALLY  SPEAKING 

A  seething  mass  of  incongruity. 

Mad  figures  clutching  wildly  at  one  another. 

Terrible  looking  faces,  awkward  bodies. 

Frightful  limbs,  frightful  features, 

A  prodigious  amount  of  shoving, 

Mauling,  pushing,  grunting,  and  bumping; 

A  sea  of  every-sized  feet,  scraping  and  rocking, 

An  abominable  conglomeration 

Of  wheezing,  droning,  and  drumming — 

No,  this  is  not  a  scene  at  the  stock  yards. 

Or  a  street  battle  in  Dublin — 

But  'most  any  public  dance,  my  son! 

— F.  B. 


Boy,  Page  Prof.  Lagerquist 

"My  stocks  seem  to  be  always  going  up  and 
down." 

"Well,  that  is  probably  because  there  is  so  much 
water  in  them  that  they  have  to  go  up  and  down 
with  the  tide." 


Three  of  the  Four  Horsemen  of  the  Apocalypse 
have  arrived: 
Shimmy. 
Toddle. 
Frisco. 


Classic 

We  study  from  the  Romans, 
When  'tis  culture  that  we  seek; 

But  for  a  real  good  polish, 
It  is  best  to  seek  a  Greek. 


No,   Pericles,    when    the   football   team   gets   the 
razz,  it  does  not  mean  that  they  are  the  berries. 


I  know  a  girl  who  thinks  that  Babe  Ruth  wrote 
'The  Bat." 


IN  THE  GOOD  OLD  DAYS 

"Yes?" 

"Yes." 

"Whoa!" 
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A  COLLOQUIAL  CATASTROPHE 

ADELWELL   SQUIBBS  came  to  college 
from  Woohatch,  where  prunes  still  hold 
the    supremacy    over    grapefruit    as    the 
breakfast  eye-opener. 

Henry,  the  educated  drug  clerk,  who  had  com- 
pleted forty-three  mailings  at  Correspondence 
School  (and  whose  commencement  exercises  at 
the  Post  Office  were  still  the  talk  of  the  town), 
had  told  him  that  he  possessed  brilliant  possibili- 
ties. Hadn't  he  been  the  lightweight  debating 
champion  of  the  county?  Hadn't  he  won,  for 
the  third  successive  time  the  Ivy  Day  elocution 
contest?  Hadn't  he  edited  the  Woohatch  High 
School  Monthly  Clarion,  and  was  he  not  Uni- 
versity material  ? 

He  had — and  he  was. 

And  so  he  came  to  college. 

He  registered  and  was  prepared  to  knock  the 
campus  for  what  he  naively  termed,  in  his  quaint 
provincial  dialect,  "a  loop."  Unusual  lad,  Adel- 
well.  He  almost  joined  the  Glee  Club,  but  while 
he  was  waiting  to  receive  his  father's  permission 
the  Secretary  black-balled  him,  and  besides  the 
Dean's  son  wanted  to  join. 

Nothing  daunted,  Adelwell  offered  to  join  the 
Spanish  Club.  All  was  well  but  his  was  the 
Castilian  of  Woohatch.  However,  there  was  still 
the  Math  Club.  They  were  an  ardent  bunch,  and 
our  scholar  thought  he  would  fit  in  well  with  the 
group.  But  at  one  of  the  rushes,  just  as  he  was 
getting  away  big,  some  one  of  the  members  asked 
him  what  he  thought  of  "the  pseudo-enclitic 
hypothesis  of  esoteric  fingency"  and  Adelwell 
blandly  replied  that  Wally  Reid  didn't  show  up 
so  well  in  that.    They  struck  him  from  the  list. 

He  would  have  cast  his  lot  with  the  Dramatic 
Circle,  but  he  thought  that  Oscar  Wilde  played 
with  Detroit,  and  Belasco  was  a  tooth  paste. 

He  next  turned  to  politics.  Back  home  his 
father  had  always  voted  the  straight  ticket,  but 
Adelwell  couldn't  find  one.  He  tried  to  run  for 
Y.  M.  C.  A.  delegate.  The  frats  were  against 
him.    He  was  balked. 

Adelwell  went  to  Lewis  Institute. 

— Jon-Jess. 


SHOCKING!!! 
Every  day 

On  the  North  Campus, 
Where  the  darts  are  flying, 
Fraternity  men 
Going  home  for  lunch 
Stop 

And  look  on  mutely 
As  co-ed  after  co-ed 
Stands  gracefully 
Embracing  her  best  bow. 
Oh,  Cupid,  where  art  thou?    — Tin  Pan. 


Boy,  Page  Mr.  Einstein! 
Amateur  Orator :    "Our  friendship  has  spread, 
not  from  outside  to  inside,  but  from  a  concentric 
circle,  from  both  sides  to  each  other." 


Oh,  Now — 

Jane  :     "What's  your  favorite  cigarette  ?" 

Joe:     "Venus  de  Milo." 

Jane:     "How  come?" 

Joe :    "Oh,  I  guess  because  they're  so  'armless.' 

Childhood  Rhymes  Brought  Up-to-Date 

Mary,  Mary,  quite  contrary. 

How  do  the  fashions  go  ? 

With  shoulders  bare. 

And  bobbed,  short  hair,  '^" 

And  vertebrae  all  in  a  row. 
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ALL  THE  WORLD  IS  A  STAGE 


By  Ella  Celeste  Teague,  '24 


SYNOPSIS 

Ronald  Page  has  been  given  a  great  trust  by  his 
father,  who  has  gone  to  South  America  on  a  business 
trip.  The  trust  is  the  care  of  his  sister  Jacqueline,  for 
whom,  because  of  her  beauty  and  winning  personality, 
the  father  feared  an  early  marriage.  Ronald's  room- 
mate. Jack  Deering,  accepts  an  invitation  to  spend  the 
vacation  at  the  Page  home,  and  soon  after,  Ronald  finds 
out  that  Jack  and  Jacqueline  are  in  love,  each  with  the 
other's  picture.  Ronald  cannot  ask  Jack  to  cancel  the 
visit,  so,  in  an  attempt  to  estrange  the  two,  he  tells  each 
one  that  the  other  is  deaf,  though  not  totally  so. 

Here  is  how  Ronald's  scheme  works  out — 


WHEN  they  drew  up  at  the  small  shed 
of  "Glencove,"  the  carriage  was  wait- 
ing. It  seemed  miles  to  Jack,  from  the 
railroad  to  the  house.  The  horse  plodded  slowly 
along  the  road.  The  very  snail-pace  seemed  to 
exhavist  his  patience. 

After  a  while,  the  gables  of  the  mansion,  gleam- 
ing in  the  bright  sun,  attracted  Jack's  attention. 

"It  must  be  a  large  affair,"  he  thought. 

The  house  was  half-hidddn  by  great  trees 
which  seemed  to  stretch  their  arms  protectingly 
over  the  grounds  proper.  A  carefully  kept  drive- 
way spread  itself  ribbon-like,  a  white  path  on 
a  background  of  green,  past  the  portico  and  be- 
yond to  the  stables.  Flowers  grew  profusely  in 
neat  plots,  small  hammocks,  two  of  them,  swung 
invitingly  in  the  breeze.  The  long  porch  was 
dotted  here  and  there  with  wicker  furniture  up- 
holstered with  cretonne. 

Upon  coming  closer,  Jack  exclaimed : 

"What  an  ideal  place  in  which  to  live.  I  could 
be  happy  here  alone.  For  heaven  sake,  don't 
worry  about  not  having  the  time  of  your  life, 
nor  my  enjoying  myself.  I  can  just  feel  my 
weary  bones  reclining  in  that  hammock." 

With  that.  Jack  dismounted  unceremoniously 
from  the  carriage  and  shouted  to  Ronald  to  fol- 
low suit. 

Ronald  and  Jack,  with  hurrying  steps,  made 
their  way  to  the  house  through  flowery  patches 
where  destructive  bees  ravished  delicate  corollas, 
and  gorgeous  butterflys  rested  on  velvet  petals. 

"Don't  forget,"  cautioned  Ronald  as  they 
ascended  the  steps. 

It  sounded  like  "Don't  give  up  the  ship"  to  Jack 
and  struck  a  note  of  discord  into  the  otherwise 
perfect  harmony  of  the  environments. 


Jacqueline  appeared,  arrayed  in  a  creation  of 
shimmering  white  which  undulated  at  every  move- 
ment. The  sleeves  were  scarcely  below  the  arm- 
pits, and  the  low  cut  of  the  neck  revealed  to  the 
beholders  an  artistic  mold  in  human  flesh.  As  in 
her  photograph,  which  had  so  enraptured  Jack, 
the  soft  curling  hair  was  arranged  so  as  to  form 
a  frame  for  the  sweet,  yoimg  face  of  indescrib- 
able beauty. 

Jacqueline,  reminded  by  a  gesture  from  Ronald, 
acknowledged  the  introduction  in  a  loud  tone. 
The  situation  became  ludicrous. 

"This  is  an  ideal  home,"  bawled  Jack.  _ 

"Yes,  were  it  not  for  its  many  comforts  and 
delights,  I  fear  we  should  never  be  able  to  endure 
it  until  Dad  returns." 

Jacqueline  half-shrieked,  fearing  that  any  slight 
moderation  of  her  voice  might  embarrass  Jack. 

After  a  few  minutes  of  competitive  swelling 
of  voices,  Ronald  wished  that  he  had  not  con- 
cocted such  wild  plans,  and  now  his  active  brain 
was  ferverishly  endeavoring  to  undo  it  all.  What 
would  Jack  think,  and  more  importantly,  what 
would  Jacqueline  do? 

At  dinner  that  evening,  Ronald  detected  a  half- 
smile  on  the  face  of  the  butler  and  frowned 
severely  in  that  individual's  direction,  a  scowl 
that  annihilated  all  further  traces  of  mirth.  Every 
moment  the  plot  was  deepening  and  he  found 
himself  less  able  to  undo  his  work. 

Ronald  had  gone  to  the  city  on  business,  and 
Jack,  tired  of  his  efforts  at  entertaining  Aunt 
Jane,  who  had  grown  to  cherish  an  affection  for 
this  bright,  young  man,  excused  himself  on  the 
plea  that  he  would  return  later,  and  went  in 
search  of  Jacqueline. 

None  of  the  servants  had  seen  her,  and  tak- 
ing it  for  granted  that  she  was  in  her  room,  and 
possibly  did  not  wish  to  be  disturbed,  he  whistled 
encouragingly  to  the  tall  greyhound  which  lay 
lazily  on  the  porch,  and  made  his  way  to  the 
narrow  stream  which  wound  its  bubbling  path 
between  the  trees  in  the  orchard. 

The  air  was  laden  with  the  heavy  odor  of 
ripening  fruit  which  was  fast  reaching  maturity 
under  the  administering  warmth  of  the  summer 
sun. 
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The  scene  about  him,  the  alluring  babble  of  the 
brook,  and  the  inviting  shade  suggested  sweet 
repose,  and  Jack  stretched  his  limbs  comfortably 
on  the  long  grass. 

"Pet"  licked  his  face  caressingly  and  in  turn 
was  hugged  so  violently  and  with  such  force  that 
he  growled  menacingly. 

"Now,  dog,"  he  soothed,  "I  wouldn't  hurt  you 
for  anything,  but  I  must  love  someone;  it's  my 
nature." 

But  Pet  resented  any  reciprocation  and  trotted 
away  as  if  sensing  an  approach. 

The  moving  froth  of  clouds  above  him  ab- 
sorbed his  thought  and  he  did  not  hear  Jacque- 
line's footsteps  and  those  of  Pet  as  he  trotted 
affectionately  by  her  side. 

Glints  of  bright  sunshine  filtered  through  the 
trees,  scattering  phantom  jewels  over  Jack. 

"What  lovely  hair,"  thought  Jacqueline,  paus- 
ing for  a  moment  to  survey  this  young  Galahad 
lying  full  length  on  Nature's  carpet. 

Pet  snorted  as  if  in  contradiction,  and  Jack 
turned  to  see  two  pairs  of  eyes  directed  towards 
him. 

In  an  instant  he  was  on  his  feet. 

"Isn't  this  a  restful  place?" 

"Yes,"  was  the  brief  response. 

"Why — I   thought — "   stammered   Jacqueline. 

"So  did  I,"  answered  Jack.  "Please  sit  here. 
Miss  Page,"  said  Jack,  spreading  his  coat  on  the 
grass  for  her. 

Side  by  side,  with  Pet  at  their  feet.  Jack  began. 

"This  defective  hearing  farce  seems  to  have 
been  originated  by  Ronald,  but  it's  purpose,  I 
cannot  fathom.  Why  do  you  suppose  he  ever 
started  such  a  complication  ?" 

"It  is  this,"  explained  Jacqueline.  "Father 
cherishes  a  hopeless  idea  that  I  shall  not  be  in- 
clined to  matrimony,  and  as  a  matter  of  fact  I 
am  not,  though  I  must  admit  that  I  have  found 
more  interest  and  real  companionship  in  Ron  and 
his  friends  than  I  have  in  my  own,  because,  I 
daresay,  I  have  always  wanted  to  be  a  boy." 

Jack  smiled,  for  she  was  the  embodiment  of 
young  womanhood. 

"I  have  often  been  miserable  with  envy  at 
the  privilege  allowed  Ron.  He  has  always  been 
the  dearest  of  pals.  Mother,  as  you  know,  died 
when  we  were  both  quite  young,  and  I've  been 
associated  with  men  more  or  less  all  of  my  Hfe, 


considerably  more  than  with  girls,  and  conse- 
quently have  found  the  latter's  confidences  rather 
out  of  my  line.  Ronald  has  assumed  the  role  of 
protector." 

"Yes,  Ronald  used  to  talk  of  you  constantly 
at  school,  and  I  never  wearied  of  hearing  about 
you.  If  anyone  had  asked  me  anything  about 
you,  I  could  have  told  him  or  her,  just  as  well 
as  Ronald,  I  think.  He  always  insisted  that  I 
read  your  letters  and  I  found  in  them  something 
that  has  clung  to  me,  and  which  will,  I  can  assert 
this  with  perfect  truth,  remain  with  me  always." 

Pet  arose  and  sniffed  the  air,  then  started 
away  rapidly. 

Jack  assisted  Jacqueline  to  her  feet  and  they 
proceeded  to  follow  the  dog. 

"I  never  let  him  get  out  of  sight.  He  is  a  pedi- 
greed attachment  and  father  would  never  forget 
it  were  anything  to  happen  to  him.  At  times  he 
is  the  object  of  my  greatest  care." 

"How  I  envy  him,"  said  Jack  aloud,  apparently 
not  realizing  the  fervor  of  the  tone  and  the  effect 
it  produced. 

"Why,"  she  questioned. 

"For  the  simple  reason  that  I  love  you  more 
than  any  creature  on  earth  and  every  minute  that 
I  stay  here  increases  that  growing  affection  and 
I  fear  if  there  is  not  a  speedy  outlet,  I  shall 
burst  like  an  overcharged  volcano,  and  drown 
you  with  my  love  as  Herculanean  was  smothered 
beneath  the  fiery  lava." 

"Why,  Jack,"  replied  Jacqueline  in  surprise. 
"I  had  anticipated  such  a  wonderful  vacation 
with  you  and  Ronald  and  now  you  have  spoiled 
it  all." 

"Done  what?"  demanded  Jack  incredulously. 

Was  it  possible  that  she  did  not  care  for  him! 
This  was  a  rebuff  of  the  rankest  order ;  here 
within  three  or  four  days  after  becoming  domi- 
ciled under  his  friend's  roof  he  had  ruined  a 
vacation !  It  was  unbearable,  and  perplexed  him 
to  desperation. 

"Why,  Jacqueline,"  he  pleaded,  noting  the 
serious  composure  of  his  countenance.  "Dear, 
I  would  rather  die  than  offend  you,  can  you  for- 
give me  for  blundering,  for " 

"I  don't  want  you  to  fall  in  love  wit'i  me," 
she  said  defiantly.  "I  want  you  to  be  a  .iiend, 
someone  who  will  appreciate  the  things  I  like, 
not  a — romanticist." 
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THE  PINK  SHOP 


has  for  years  been  an  integral 
part  of  student  life  at  North- 
western University. 

It  is  but  natural  that  the  com- 
bination of  such  an  attractive 
atmosphere  and  quality  of  food 
at  a  moderate  price  should  make 
frequent  visits  to  the  Pink  Shop 
almost  traditional. 

Take    a   box   of   our   chocolates 
tvith  you   today 


THE  PINK  SHOP 

61  7  Davis  Street 


Jack  was  hurt  beyond  endurance,  but  forebore 
to  defend  himself  while  he  was  yet  receiving 
Ronald's  hospitality. 

When  Ronald  came  home  that  evening,  he 
found  Jack  sitting  dejectedly  under  a  tree  with 
an  open  book  before  him,  and  his  gaze  directed 
to  the  skies. 

"Where's  Jacqueline?"  was  his  greeting. 

"In  her  room,  1  think.  I  haven't  seen  her 
since  noon." 

Ronald  seemed  not  to  grasp  the  situation,  and 
continued :  "Well,  we  shall  have  music  and 
laughter  tonight,  old  man.  By  the  way,  I'm  as 
hungry  as  a  bear.  Make  your  self  as  comfortable 
under  the  circumstances,  as  you  can." 


A  real  place  to  eat  where 
only  quality  is  considered 

You  will  meet  many  of  your  friends  at 

THE  COLLEGE  INN 

832  FOSTER  STKEET 


With  that  he  was  gone,  and  Jack  was  left  to 
consider  his  lamentable  plight. 

Ronald  had  seemed  not  to  understand,  but  it 
was  made  clear  to  him  just  before  dinner  that 
evening. 

Jacqueline,  arrayed  in  a  cool  oi-gandie  dress 
with  fresh  flowers  at  her  belt,  and  her  soft  hair 
coiffured  in  an  old-fashioned  manner  with  curls 
as  the  sides  and  back  of  her  beautifully  shaped 
head,  was  coming  down  the  steps. 

"Good  evening,  gentlemen,"  she  greeted,  and 
joy  seemed  to  radiate  from  the  pretty  face. 

Ronald  frowned  meaningly,  but  his  prompting 
was  of  no  avail. 

"Dear,"  she  said,  going  up  to  him  and  placing 
her  arms  about  his  neck,  "your  farce  is  over  and 
the  curtain  has  fallen  on  the  first  act.  The  next 
is  one  of  entertainment,  and  a  blotting  out  of  all 
that  has  gone  before.  Neither  Jack  nor  I  are 
deaf,  neither  are  we  dull.  Jack  loves  me  and 
I " 

There  was  an  embarrassing  pause. 

"All  the  machinous  plots  of  ten  brothers  could 
not  make  circumstances  otherwise.  Come,  let 
us  go  into  the  dining  room." 

Ronald's  complexion  assumed  a  reddish  hue, 
and  he  stumbled  forth  following  Jacqueline,  who 
leaned  on  Jack's  arm,  a  picture  of  indescribable 
contradictions. 

Ronald,  from  his  room,  could  hear  the  thrill- 
ing voice  of  Jacqueline  rendering  one  solo  after 
another. 

He  was  writing  his  father. 

"Pal,"  he  pleaded,  "I  knew  the  farce  couldn't 
hold  out,  but  the  way  it  ended  was  humiliating. 
While  I  was  in  the  city  it  happened  to  be  dis- 
covered, and  you  may  imagine  my  chagrin  when 
I  came  home  and  found  them — Jack  so  desper- 
ately in  love  that  he  is  not  like  himself.  Owing 
to  this,  he  is  leaving  sooner  than  he  anticipated 
— but  with  my  sister's  heart !" 

When  he  had  completed  the  letter  he  went 
down  to  the  music  room. 

Jack  was  sitting  beside  Jacqueline  at  the  piano, 
gazing  into  the  performer's  eyes  with  an  expres- 
sion short  of  adoration. 

Suddenly  the  music  ceased. 

He  was  on  the  point  of  entering  when  he  heard : 

"All  the  world  is  a  stage,  dear,  and  you  and  I 
are  the  actors,  the  principal  ones  in  this  little 
drama." 

Ronald  retreated  quickly,  and  went  again  to 
his  room  and  convinced  himself  that  after  all  the 
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match  was  decidedly  agreeable  to  him  in  every 
respect  and  was  surprised  to  learn  that  he  felt 
his  father  would  also  bless  such  a  union. 

Down  stairs  in  the  music  room,  the  leading 
man  and  his  lady  were  absorbed  in  a  plot  of 
their  own  designing. 

THE   END 


Why  Chapel  Speakers  Fail 

"In  those  days  we  had  to  go  to  chapel  every 
morning " 

" circumstances  which  I  need  not  repeat, 

but  which  I  shall  briefly  recall " 

"I  could  go   on   thus   all   morning "    (we 

know  it!). 

"I  want  to  say  before  I  begin  my  speech " 


"This  group  from  whence  shall  come  the  in- 
tellectual leaders  of  tomorrow " 

Ten-thirty  classes. 

Classes. 

The  morning  mail. 

Bang! 

Tourists  say  that  China's  system  of  ventila- 
tion is  frightful.  In  America  we  stand  for  the 
national  air,  but  in  China  it  knocks  one  flat. 


One  On  Collier 

Geology  Prof :  "Please  give  us  the  name  of 
the  largest  diamond." 

Stude  (the  morning  after  the  night  before)  : 
"The  ace,  doctor."  — Tar  Baby. 

Ummmm 

Roomie  1 :  "Last  night  I  was  out  riding  with 
May  when  the  car  broke  down  six  miles  from 
town  and  I  had  to  spend  the  evening  fixing  it. 
What  would  you  have  done?" 

Roomie  2 :  "The  same  thing  you  did,  only  I 
would  not  have  lied  about  it."  — Widow. 

Hard  Luck 

First  Stude :  "Say,  Jack,  may  I  borrow  your 
dress  suit?" 

Second  Ditto :  "Sure,  but  why  all  the 
formality  ?" 

First  Ditto :     "I  could  not  find  it."— The  Siren. 

The  Angler 

Fisher:     "I  think  that  there  is  no  thrill  like 

that  of  catching  a  nice  big  fish  with  your  line — " 

The   Girl :     "I   thoroughly   agree    with   you." 

— Yale  Record. 

Porter:  "Carry  yo'  bag,  boss?  Never  bus'  a 
bottle  yet." — Gargoyle. 
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STUDIO:     1623  ORRINGTON  AVENUE 

PHONE  2178 


THE  JUDGEMENT 

Continued  from  Page  3 

He  was  sick  for  a  week.  Then  he  began  to 
recover.  One  day  he  got  up  and  walked ;  his 
color  began  to  return.  People  spoke  to  him,  but 
he  did  not  reply ;  even  his  mother  could  not  make 
him  speak.  He  began  to  work,  feeding  stock, 
husking  corn,  hauling  logs,  all  in  a  dead  long 
silence.  One  cold  night  he  came  in  from  the 
barn  to  find  his  mother  talking  to  a  visitor  over 
the  usual  commonplace  happenings.  He  stopped 
a  moment  in  the  entry  way  to  listen ;  it  was 
Margaret's   low   voice   answering  the   questions. 


Flowers  for 
Thanksgiving 

Your  Hostess  will  appreciate  a  gift  of  Flowers  — 
it  will  be  the  truest  token   of  your   thoughlfulness. 

JOHN  WEILAND 


Wilmette  Store: 
1161  Wilmette  Ave. 

Ph.  :  Wilmette  2128 


Evanston  Store: 
1614  Sherman  Ave. 

Ph. :  Evanston  502 


He  went  on  in;  he  had  not  seen  her  since 
his  disappearance.  As  she  heard  his  step,  she 
turned  toward  him  and  he  looked  at  her.  There 
was  a  little  silence.  "Bart,"  she  said  finally,  "I 
am  ready."  He  only  looked  at  her  without  speak- 
ing .  .  .  one  hand  fumbled  with  the 
tidy  on  a  little  table.  "I  am  ready,"  she  re- 
peated. The  clock  ticked;  fire  crackled  in  the 
kitchen  stove.  "Merciful  God,"  he  groaned,  and 
hid  his  face  in  his  hands. 

And  that  was  the  way  they  found  it  out.  Bart 
Price  was  struck  dumb,  but  for  those  two  words. 
He  could  not  speak  to  his  neighbors ;  he  could 
not  answer  his  mother ;  he  must  go  by  himself, 
silent,  but  for  two  words  burned  upon  him  so 
that  he  could  never  forget  them.  Margaret  had 
gone  home  again ;  he  would  not  look  at  her  since 
that  night.  Tongues  buzzed  in  the  countryside. 
There    was    supper    table    talk    about    it — and 


Not  How  Cheap,  But  How  Good 

University  Drug  Store 

Cunningham's  North  Shore  Ice  Cream 
Noye8  and  "V  —Brick  and  Bulk 


Special  Student's  Luncheon,  40c 
Every  Noon  at 

The  Wayside  Tea  Shop 

Orrington  Ave.  and  Library  Place 

(Just  a  Block  from  the  Campus) 

BreakfoMts  $5.00  Meal 

Luncheon*  Tickets 

Dinners  for  $4.50 

A  La  Carte  Service 
Special  Parties  by  Appointment  Phone  7892 


City  National  Bank 


S.  W.  Corner  Davis  Street 
at  Sherman  Avenue 
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whispered  comment  after  the  children  had  gone 
to  bed.  Gradually,  however,  the  gossip  died 
down.  Months  passed ;  winter — spring — June 
and  haymaking,  July  and  wheatcutting,  August 
and  long  velvet  nights.  It  was  hot,  and  the  odor 
of  sweet  clover  and  ripening  apples  hung  over 
the  land.  The  harvest  moon  came  up  one  night, 
a  petal  of  shimmering  rose  in  the  deep  mauve 
sky  of  late  twilight. 

A  man  walked  down  the  road  that  passed 
Margaret's  house.  He  paused — then  turned  slow- 
ly up  the  lane.  He  was  bareheaded,  and  the  wind 
brushed  lightly  against  his  forehead.  The  leafy 
trees  threw  deep  shadows  across  his  path.  He 
stopped,  abruptly.  There  was  a  kind  of  white 
radiance  in  the  gloom,  a  vague  white  blur  in  the 
shadows.  It  moved,  slowly.  It  moved  again, 
closer,  slowly,  and  stopped.  A  girl's  face  and 
thin  white  dress,  faintly  outlined  against  the  dusk. 
"Margaret,"  cried  Bart;  "Margaret!" 
*         *         *         * 

Everyone  rejoiced  when  they  were  married. 
And  the  old  grandames  yet,  when  they  sit  about 
the  winter  fire,  tell  the  story  with  great  gusto. 
They  nod  their  heads,  and  knit,  beside  the  warm 
fire.  "It  was  the  Judgment  of  God,"  they  say. 
"The  Judgment  of  God.     He  has  never  cursed 
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Hamburger 


Hot  Dog 


John's  Wagon 

on  the  Camput  for  the  last  12  year* 


Everything  That's  Good  to  Eat 


COURTESY  and  SERVICE 

Our  Watchword 

CAMPUS 
BARBER  SHOP 

1820  Sherman  Avenue 

Opp.  Willard  Hall 

WM.    B.    MILLS 
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Prices  on 

STETSON  HATS 

/or  FALL 

averaging 

2S%  lower 

than  last  year 


rT^CkiJftlr^ 
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Stetson  Style 

Stetson  Stuality 

I    etson  Money's  Worth 

Hie  same  today  as  for 

56  years  assured 

by  the 

Stetson  Snality  Mark 

in  Emery  Hat 


It's  a  natural  instinct 
of  well-dressed  college 
men  everywhere  to  go 
straight  to  Stetson  for 
a  hat  that  adequately 
expresses  the  snap  and 
vigor  of  student  life. 

Mighty  satisfying  too, 
to  know  how  unques- 
tionably correct  is 
Stetson  style. 


STETSON  HATS 

John  B.  Stetson  Company,  Philadelphia 


since."     Their   needles   cHck   through   the    long 
yarn,  as  they  nod  and  talk  beside  the  glowing  fire. 
And  yet  a  scientist  would  say  that  it  was  merely 
a  psychological  phenomenon. 


Unrealistic  Modern  Fiction 

"She  tripped  over  her  skirts." — Green  Book. 

"He  kissed  her  tenderly." — Saturday  Evening 
Post. 

"She  was  a  modern  girl,  but  a  thorough  lady." 
— Cosmopolitan. 

"The  two  brothers  went  to  church  regularly." 
— W.  Somerset  Maugham. 

"Alice  knew  nothing  about  painting." — -Metro- 
politan. — Malteaser. 

Righto 

Stude :     "What's  a  hypocrite  ?" 
Stewed :     "A  guy  that  smiles  when  he  meets 
a  co-ed  on  the  campus."  — Tar  Baby. 

By  Proxy? 

Green:     "Who  do  we  play  next  Saturday?" 
Greener:     "I  think  it's  the  Electoral  College." 


In  speaking  to  Advertisers,  please  mention  the  Purple  Parkot 


Page  21 


(( 


9} 


'All  together,  Fellows 

"Who  gives  you  the  best 

service,  style  and  price  in 

Clothing?" 

Chorus: — "Rexford  &  Kelder" 


REXFORD  &  KELDER 


KIMBALL  BLDG.   (7th  Floor) 


25  EAST  JACKSON  BLVD. 


**Cinnamon  Toast 
and  Coffee  ' 


On  these  brisk,  cold  days 
Cinnamon  Toast  and  Cof- 
fee is  the  favorite  order 
among  students  who  come 
to  The  Pantry  for  a  little 
bite  between  classes. 

And  is  The  Pantry  not  the 
most  logical  place  to  find 
things  that  are  really  good 
to  eat? 

Why  not  come  in  today? 


THE  PANTRY 

715  Church  Street 
Luncheon  Sodas  Eoening  Dinners 


Biology  Prof :  "Why  is  there  so  much  elec- 
tricity in  my  hair?" 

Fresh  Frosh :  "Because  it  is  attached  to  a 
dry  cell."  — The  Lyre. 

College  Educated 

Mrs.  Jones :  "Where  in  the  world  did  that 
parrot  of  yours  learn  to  swear?" 

Mrs.  Smith :  "Oh,  don't  you  know  ?  We 
lived   next   to  a   fraternity   house    for   a   year." 

— The  Lyre. 

First  Hobo :     "Fve  thought  of  a  soft  job  I'd 

like  to  have." 

Second  Hobo :     "Say  de  glad  word,  brother." 
First  Hobo:     "Fd  like  to  be  a  track  walker 

for  an  airplane  company."  — The  Lyre. 

They're  Speedy  Markers 

"I  hear  some  of  these  profs  lead  a  fast  life." 

"I  doubt  it ;  none  of  them  passed  me  this  year." 

— 0 — 

Spoiling  An  Illusion 

Jack :     "When  I  proposed  to  her,  the  dear  girl 

fell  on  my  breast  and  sobbed  like  a  child,  but 

finally  put  her  arms  around  my  neck  and " 

Madge :  "Oh,  yes,  I  know  all  about  it.  I 
rehearsed  it  with  her."  - — Boston  Transcript. 
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Hints  to  Modern  Maids 

When  a  man  kisses  you,  struggle  fiercely  at 
first  and  then  appear  to  be  gradually  overcome 
by  his  superior  strength. 

Close  your  eyes  and  hold  yourself  rigid,  re- 
laxing a  little,  if  the  kiss  endures. 

Take  your  breath  in  little  gasps. 

Let  a  variety  of  expressions  flood  your  face; 
anger,  sorrow,  despair,  joy.  It  is  important  that 
all  these  be  registered. 

Struggle  occasionally,  as  if  to  free  yourself. 

Scratch  and  bite,  if  opportunity  presents  itself, 
but  do  not  dig  too  deeply. 

As  he  is  about  to  release  you,  faint  if  possible. 

If  you  will  observe  these  instructions  carefully, 
he  will  most  probably  kiss  you  again. 

— Virginia  Reel. 

Circumstantial  Evidence 
I  asked  her  if  she  rolled  them. 

She  said  she'd  never  tried; 
Just  then  a  mouse  ran  swiftly  by, 
And  now  I  know  she  lied. 

— Sun  Dodger. 

Lou  :     "Has  he  got  much  imagination  ?" 
Louella:     "I'll  say.     He  helps  name  Pullman 
cars."  —The  Lyre. 

Two  little  worms  were  digging  away.  They 
were  digging  in  dead  earnest.    Poor  Earnest ! 

— Purple  Cow. 


Northwestern  Shoe  Repair  Shop 

We  make  them  look  like  new  ones 
Phone  Evanston  1555 

JOE  ST.  GEORGE  &  SON 

1854  Sherman  Ave.,  Evanston 


HOT   DOG! 

GOOD  EATS 

Pete's  Wagon 


GAIRING    FINE  ARTS 


PICTURES 


FRAMES 


MIRRORS 


Complete  line  of  Ciiristmaa  and  General  Cards 
1613  Omngton  Avenue 


L.  H.  PACKER 


S.  J.  OSTILLER 


North   Shore 
Bootery 


NORTH  SHORE  HOTEL 
Davis  St.  and  Chicago  Ave. 


EVANSTON,  ILLINOIS 


Telephone  Evanston  6757 


North  Shore 
Hotel 

Chicago  Avenue  and  Davis  Street 


Cafe  and  Coffee  Shop 

BEST    OF    FOODS 
EXCELLENT  COFFEE 


Open  7  a.  m.  to  8  p.  in. 
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BREVOORnP 
HOTEL  A 

RESTAU  RANT 


TWO    FAMOUS   SPECIALTIES: 

WHOLE  BROILED 
BABY  LOBSTER 

—  75c  — 

BREAST   OF 
GUINEA  HEN 

—  75c  — 


ON  THE  MENU  EVERY  NOON  AND 
NIGHT,    INCLUDING    SUNDAYS 

Special  Moderate-Price  After-Theater  Menu. 


"PAVORED  by  alumni  of  both  North- 
-*-  western  and  Chicago  Universities — 
thirty  to  forty  alumni  foregather  there 
for  luncheon  every  Tuesday.  In  addition, 
Brevoort  Hotel  has  been  the  recipient  of 
many  courtesies  of  patronage  from 
fraternities. 

The  Brevoort  seeks  to  uphold  viforthily 
the  best  traditions  of  American  hotels 
famed  for  hospitality,  and  its  environ- 
ment has  always  been  and  always  will  be 
worthy  of  the  full  confidence  of  gentle- 
folk. 

BREVOORT  HOTEL 

Madison  St.,  East  of  La  Salle 
CHICAGO 


THE  SYMBOL  OF  QUALITY 


HOME-MADE 

Candies         Ice  Creams 
Lunches 


NORTHWESTERIVT 
confectionery!  1 


spectacles 


anc 


Eyeglasses 

Made  and  Repaired 
on  the  Premises 


♦  ♦  ♦ 


Aimer  Coe  &  Company 


Opticians 


Sn  DAVIS  STREET 

North  Shore  Hotel  Building  Phone  6804 


^ 
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Give  the  PARROT  Something  to  be 
Thankful  For 

Pay  up  your  subscription  before  you  t^o  borne  for  tbe  Tbanks- 
^iving  recess. 

Remember  it  costs  more  if  not  paid  on   time. 

Mail  your  cbecks  to  Business  Mana<);er,  Plrple  Parrot, 
Nortbwestern  University,  E\'anston,  llUnois,  or  pay  at  chapel  time 
in  Old  College. 

Send  the  PARROT  home— the  folks  will  appreciate  it 


WEALTH  and  FAME 

ARE  YOURS  IF  YOU  CAN  WRITE  THE  BEST  SHORT  STORY 


DETAILS    OF    THF.    CONTEST 

The  Alethenai  Literary  Society  has  offered  a  cash  prize  of  S5.00  for  the  best  short  story 
published  in  the  February  issue  of  the  FUiJI'LE  PARROT. 

The  contest  is  open  to  any  undergraduate  student  who  is  registered  in  any  depart- 
ment of  the  university. 

The  story  must  be  less  than  2000  words.  Nothing  over  that  will  be  considered.  It  does 
not  matter  how  short  it  is.  The  story  can  be  of  any  type,  but  preferably  with 
a  college  atmosphere. 

A!!  manuscripts  must  be  in  by  midnight  January  i''i  1922.  They  must  be  plainly 
written  (or  typewritten)  on  one  side  of  the  pige  o-)ly. 

The  judges  will  be:  One  member  from  the  English  Department  of  the  University,  one 
member  from  the  Alethenai  Literary  Society,  and  one  member  from  the 
I'UKl'LE  FAKKOT  Staff. 

Give  or  mail  all  stories  to:     Esther  McDonald,  1806  Sherman  Avenue,  Evanston,  Illinois. 
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''Evanston  7300  ? 

The  line  is  still  busy!'' 


\\  she  lives  al  Willard  Jrlall  _\(iu  hatl  l)L-tteT,  when  planning"  to  dine  at 
Hexi^ici's,  send  a  special  delivery  letter  or  a  note  via  Freshman  de- 
livery, rather  than  risk  incurring;'  the  displeasure  sure  to  arise  freim 
the    knowledge    of    a    missed    opportunity    to    dine    at    Hkxrici's. 

Henrici's — a  restaurant  famous  for  over  fifty  years  as  a  rendezvous 
for  men  and  women  of  discrinunating  taste,  has  keen  especially  for- 
tunate in  serving  a  large  number  of  representative  men  and  women 
from  most  of  our  largest  universities. 

Why  not  plan  now  to  come 
in  this  week? 

The  delici(jus  cakes  and  pastries  I  rom  I  li-;.\Ki(  i 's  ha\e  proxed  welcome 
additions  to  many  teas,  cozies  and  fraternity  suppers.  By  calling 
Dearhorn  ISCU  you  may  arrange  in  ad\ance  to  ha\-e  your  selection 
neath  hoxed  and  readv  lor  deli\erv  o\er  the  counter  at  anv  stated  time. 


HENRICI'S 

W   M  .     AI  .     C   O   k   L   1    N    S  ,      k  r  e-  s  i  d  c  n  t 

67  West  Randolph  Street 

B  t'  t  w  t-  r  n       1)  t'  a  r  h  (i  r  n       ,i  ii  J       Clark       Streets 

Open  from  7  4.  M.  to  Midnight,  Sundays  Included 


No  Orchestral  Din 


